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Welcome to the Ancient 
Far North ... and the 
World of the Micekings! 

Tttcy Live: Miceking Island 
CAPITAL: Mouseborg, borne of the Stiltonor4 family 
OTttei^ ViLLACeS: Oofadale, village of the Oofa Oofas, an4 Feargard, 
village of the vilek’mgs 

CLIMAtC; Colcj, cold, oolcj, especially when the icy north wind blows! 
TUPICAL FOOD: Gloog, a superstinky but fabumouse stew. The secret 
recipe is closely guarded by the wife of the miceking chief. 

NAtioMAL Finnbrew, made of ec^al parts codfish juice and 
herring juice, with a splash of sc^uid ink 

MFAMS OF tRAMSPOI^AtioM: The drekar, a light but ve^ fast ship 
GI^FAtESt 4(01(0)^: The miceking helmet, it is only earned when a 
mouse performs an act of courage or wins a i^iceking Challenge. 

UMIT OF MEASUl^FMEHT: A mouseking tail (full tail, half tail, third tail, 
c(uarter tail) 

FMFMIFS: The terrible dragons who live in fteastgard 















Meet the Stiltonord Family ... 


OBKomo 

Aclvisor to the 
micel^ing chief 


The most famouse 
inventor in Mousekof 


TtttA 

A horse trainer who 
worlds well with all k'in4s 
of animals 


BEN3AMIN 

Geronimo’s neol 


ephe 


BUGSILDA 




























The dragons are 

dividecl into 5 
clans, all of which 
are terrifying! 

1 . Devourers 

They love to eat mice^ings raw — 
no cool^ing necessary. 

2 . Steamers 

They grab mice^ings, then fly over 
volcanoes so the steam and smol^e make them taste good. 

3. Biters 

Before eating mice^ings, they nibble 
them delicately to see if they like 
them or not. 

4 . Slurpers 

They wrap their long tongues around 
micekings and slurp them up. 

3. Itinsers 

As soon as they catch micekings, 
they rinse them in a stream to wash 
them off. 
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MICEKING5 

PULL THE 

DRAGON^S TOOTH 
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What’s the Big 
Secret? 


It was a calm SlUMfiMfi©!/® evening in 
Mouseborg, the capital village of 
Miceking Island. The sun was setting over 
the mountains, and a fresh breeze blew 
across my fur. I whistled as I walked home. 

Sorry, I haven’t introduced myself. My 
name is GeRONIMO JtILTONORD, and I am 
a MOOSEEINS! 

As I walked, two young rodents RACED 
past me: my nephew Benjamin and his best 
friend, Bugsilda. 

“It’s so EKCniNG! ” said Benjamin. 

“Yes, it’s really EXClTlIMOl” agreed 
Bugsilda. 



What’s the Big Secret? 


“What’s so 6VC\T\N0?” I called out as 
they raced past. 

“Oh, nothing,” replied Benjamin, and they 
ran away, giggling. 

HOWSTRaNCe! 

Next I passed the hut of Copper IrOfipeWS, 
the village blacksmith. 








What’s the Big Secret? 


“It’s so EXCITING ! ” Copper was saying 
to another mouseking. 

His customer glanced at me. Shh. he’s 
coming.” 

I marched up to them. “What’s so exciting?” 
“Oh, NOTHING,” the mouse said quickly. 
“You must have heard wrong.” 



HOWVeRV 

sTRaMce*. 





What’s the Big Secret? 


ir::^ 


I was almost at my hut when I saw a 
group of micekings talking very 
My cousin Trap, the village inventor, was 
among them. 

“Careful, it’s him!” I heard Trap whisper 
as I got near. 

The micekings scattered, chuckling. 


Howve«», 

veRV tTMiioei 








What’s the Big Secret? 


“Trap, what is HAPPEMIM©?” I 
asked. “Why is it that every time I show 
up somewhere, everyone stops talking and 

“I don’t know what you mean. Cousin,” 
Trap said. “There’s nothing going on. Tee, 

hee!” 

I was starting to become annoyed. “Fine! 
I don’t care about your little .secret^ 
anyway!” 

Then I stomped into my hut and settled in 
for what I hoped would be a 
night. I prepared a delicious pot of hot 
cheese soua-j^ and was about to 
dig in when someone on my door. 






A Surprise for Me 


My sister, TUEA, was outside the door. 
“Geronimo, open up!” she called out. 

“Have you come to laugh at me, too?” I 
through the door. “I am tired of all 
these secrets!” 

“Don’t be a codfish,” Thea said. 

d00T\” 

“HO, NO, HO/ 

I said stubbornly. 



A Surprise for Me 


I heard Thea sigh. “Oh, all right. But then 
I’ll have to tell Sven that you RCFUSCD to 
come out of your hut. I warned you.” 

I jumped up. “g:ven the g:houter wants 
me? Our village leader? Why didn’t you 
say that before?” 

I hurried to open the door. Thea entered 
and grabbed a hunk of BP63D from my table. 

“Sven ORDERED us not to tell you 
anything so we wouldn’t ruin the surprise,” 
she explained. 

My whiskers trembled with excitement. 

For me? What is it? A new 
goatskin iDlSLVLhBt? A precious SCrcll? A 
big chunk of Stenchberg CHQOSC?” My mouth 
watered at the thought of it. 

I was so curious I was practically jumping 
out of my fur! 

Then we heard nOlSGS outside. “That must 





A Surprise for Me 


be the others,” Thea said. 

“Others? What others?” I asked. “I’m 
not expecting anyone.” 

But Thea ignored me and opened the door. 

A S©3 of micekings invaded! They 
made themselves COMFORTABLE 
right away. They sat on my chairs. They 
on my bed. They dTlI all 










A Surprise for Me 


my bread and ArCIuX^my cheese soup! 

My humble home now held evcv^y Vode^^'t 

ih Mousebov-^i 

“Great groaning glaciers!” I yelled. “What 
is everyone doing here?” 

Right at that moment, Sven the Shouter 
stepped in. He POUNDED me on the 
back with his paw. 











A Surprise for Me 


“I have gathered all the micekings here in 
your hut, you 8[5Bfll?'&J7“®©CJ0©fe8DQgJ!” he 
thundered. 

I nodded nervously. 

“I need to make an IMPORTANT 
announcement!” Sven said. ‘MAXMUSCLEPAW, 
the great-great-great-grandson of the 
legendary MO)lte£ MFWISClIeilDaw, has 
arrived in Mouseborg!” 


Vve got quite a 






A Surprise for Me 


The micekings let out a CHEER. 

HOOftlW FOR MOX MUFflEPIIW! 

Hooray for the mouseking hero who has 
earned 1,753 MICEKING HELMeTS!” 

Shivering squids! That’s a lot of miceking 
helmets, the highest honor of the micekings! 

“Is the aeaiaaiiae that Max is here?” 
I asked. “What does that have to do with 
me?” 

Sven gave me a PIERCING stare. 
“It has evepytHiNG to do with you, you 
shrimpsnout! I asked MAX MUSCLEPAW to 
come back to make YOU into a true macho 
mouseking!” 







Is This the Little 
Shrimp I’m Supposed 
TO Train? 


Sven IiC/C/KCD me up and down, from 
the tips of my whiskers to the end of mylMV. 
Then he frowned. 

“A true macho mouseking needs muscles!” 
he barked. “You are as bqddbgqd as 
a jellyfish!” 

A glacial ran down my spine. 

Sven continued. “So I have decided that 
you need a special trainer!” 

"W tflw Jiffiii Trtf 

the micekings cheered. 

“Well said, oh fearless leader!” my cousin 



Is This the Little Shrimp? 


Trap chimed in. 

I SCdWleH at Trap, 
but he kept talking. 

“Either you have 
Msiasclles or you don’t, 
and I have plenty,” Trap 
said, flexing his meaty (but 
not very muscly) arm. “But 
you. Cousin, are as 2QDTP as 
a ball of mozzarella!” 

“WISE WOEDS!” Sven the Shouter 
agreed. “Trap, I order you to also participate 
in the special training so you can show 
Geronimo how a macho mouseking trains!” 

Trap tried to protest. “Um, well, that 
wouldn’t be Fair to the Other micekings, 
would it?” he asked. 

“Yes, why can’t we train, too?” the other 
micekings asked. 


Have you seen 
these muscles? 







Is This the Little Shrimp? 


Taking advantage of the 60KIPU5I0N, 
I tried to quickly slip out of there. I was a 
whisker away from the exit, when . . . the 
door and hit me right 

in the snout! 

Helmets and herring, that hurt! 

“Geronimo, where are you going?” 






Is This the Little Shrimp? 


I looked up to see THOB^, Sven’s 
charming daughter! 

“Well I ... I j-just remembered I have 
something illiportdllt to do!” I stuttered. 
Then the door SVJ\3ArO OP%lV 


(again!). 

“Geronimo, let me introduce you to MAX 
MUSCLEPAW, the great miceking hero!” Thora 
said. 



This is Max 
^^sclepaw! 


He’s 

enormouse! 


there! 






Is This the Little Shrimp? 


So there I stood, gazing up at the t3llest 
and most VfifilUISCllGCll mouseking I 
had ever seen! He was as big as a block of 

STONE — no, as a bouldttr — no, 

as a whole mountain! 




he asked. “His tiny bones won’t be crushed, 
will they?” 

“Ha! A bit of HaPD WOPK never hurt 
anyone,” boomed Sven. “And, to make 
everyone happy, I have decided that 


CRUSWER, SBIlSIMIIlR, and 

SP^AiNCq will participate in the 


training, too.” 

At those words, three {TR0M(| micekings 
made their way through the crowd. 

One by one they approached me, yelling: 








^'11 crush 
you! 


-“I’m going to CRUSU 
you!” 

“I’m going to S ffll dS H 

you!” . 

“I’m going to 

your tail!” 


I*U smash 


^'11 sprain ^ 

Vniil 


Vf«V. 

pOtStVtRVTWH^ 

VlA??tHT0 







Yoa’RE Hopeless, 
Yoa Smarty- 
Mouseking! 


“OET OVjfT BED, shrimp!” Max 

Musclepaw yelled early the next morning as 
he dumped a bucket of f water 

on me. 

“B-but, it’s still outside!” I squeaked. 

But this muscled hero didn’t want to hear 

it A TRUE MACWO MOUSEKiNO gets 

up every day at dawn and starts to RUN, 
RUN, RUNl” he bellowed. 

I reluctantly got out of bed, ^®\1 a71jDD1jl 1Q 
like a bear just waking from hibernation. 
“Can’t we at least have breakfast?” I asked. 
Max gave me a strange smile. “Pack all 


You’re Hopeless! 


the food that you want in your bag. We will 
bring it with us to Three Lookouts Cliff.” 

SQIJE4K! I was already hungry. I 
wanted to protest, but then I decided it 
was better to do what he said. (Have I 
mentioned that Max is l/Bfy Isif and 

uery muscled?) 

So I took the bag and stuffed it 
with: 





✓ QQ agg<^, --—-- 

•/ 16 slices of tOflSt. ij ' 

✓ 20 jars of f jORPRrRRy 

%/ logs of cX€-e4e, and 
•/ 7 chunks of precious 

Stenchberg. 

When I finished, 
the bag was 

so HCAVIf' 







You’re Hopeless! 


“Lift that bag and run!” Max shouted. 

“1 WILL GET m W SHAPE, 

^OU SMART^f-MOUSEKWar 

Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer were waiting 
outside. The three of them had already begun 
their training, which consisted of: 

N/wyioo PUSH-UPS, 

►lOO sSit-lllIpS, and 

PULL-UPS using their whiskers! 
Guess what? •fipap was nowhere in sight! 
“Why don’t you all start the trip without 
me?” I suggested. “I should wait here for 
my cousin.” 

“No need!” said Max. “Your cousin was so 
MStliStf about the trip that he left early.” 

“REALLY?’ I asked in disbelief. 

“Yes, and you should follow his example, 
you little shrimp!” Max bellowed. “I’ll 





You’re Hopeless! 


straighten you out, you smarty-mouseking! 
Run, run, run!” 

Then he began to chant: ^ 

f - TnWsfcers alwags make us ppoudl Jt 

We’ll sag it nowl We’ll sag it loa*’ 

. ,6 the dragons we should meet, jj 

j' we’ll crush them in a fierce defeat! 

^orlc. ^ f 

^ «« But we will never, ever guitl J 

^ „ enemies will feel our sting! ^ 

we are the true and migWg ' 

A ^ P 


Vie 


We ran through the village and began to 
CLIMB Up, Up, up, all the way to Three 
Lookouts Cliff. CRUSttER,S«iSiIi, 

and SPf^AiNEf^ ran behind me, shouting 
all the way. 





You’re Hopeless! 


“Run or I’ll CRUSU you!” 

“Run or I’ll SlffiMlSIMI you!” 

“Run or I’ll SPf^AiN your tail!” 

The hill we were climbing was so steep that 
the weight of my bag caused me to 
backward, like a turtle in his shell. 







shriroP'- 





You’re Hopeless! 



How do I get into these terrible 
situations? 










Three Lookouts 
Cliff 


We finally reached the top of Three LookoutS 

Cliff. 

Max Musclepaw was there already. “You 
call that running?” he scoffed. 

But I was tired — finished — 
exhausted! 

I was also starving, so I opened my 
backpack. 

“What are you doing, you little slirimp? ’ 
Max yelled at me. 

“I — I was just preparing 
oh brave one,” I replied hopefully. 

He snickered. “I said you could bh/Utg 
breakfast. I didn’t say you could eat it!” 



I was puzzled, until 
Max said, “The breakfast 
is for the lookouts!” 

“B-but... but ...” I 

stammered. 

“Move it, shPimpI” 

Max yelled. 

He pushed me toward 
the watchtower, where 
three lookouts were 
scanning the horizon. ^ 
The lookouts stay in 
the tower and 

mmu . They watch 
the sky for dragons, who 




Lookouts 

These three micekings 
never leave the 
watchtower. They sound 
a large horn as a warning 
when dragons or other 
enemies are in sight. 















Three Lookouts Cliff 




are always starved for miceking meat! 

I handed the lookouts my backpack FULL 
of food. 

“Youn^ micekings just aren’t the same 
these days,” grumbled the first. 

“Since when did micekings becomes such 
jellyfish? ” grumbled the second. 

“This one looks as SQDTP as a cheese ball,” 
grumbled the third. 

I sighed. Would I ever fit in? 

Suddenly, Trap ran up to me. He looked 
sweatij and STiGKV but seemed to be 
full of energy. 

“^ood Cousih,” he said 

cheerfully. “A nice little run is a great way 
to start the day!” 

It was strange that Trap wasn’t 6KH3IISt6D 
like I was. Even stranger, I thought I smelled 

hOTieV on him. 






Three Lookouts Cliff 





“It’s time to start our first exercise!” Max 
called out. “You need to those 

rocks!” 

I looked at the rocks. They were giant 

fcauilcleP5! 

Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer started 
pounding the boulders, crumbling them 
with their bare paws. 






Three Lookouts Cliff 


“Snap to it, smarty-mouseking!” Max 
yelled at me. 

I tried to picked up the MALLET, but 
it weighed as much as I did! 

CD When I finally managed to lift it, 
1 charged at the boulder, yelling, “Here I 
goooo!” 

QD But I missed it and face-planted into 






Three Lookouts Cliff 




03 The MALLET slipped out of my 
paw, flew through the air, and landed right 
behind a ©OlllT that was munching on 
some grass nearby. 

□3 The goat, FURIOUS , charged at 
me with its head down! SQOEAK! 








The Great 
Cliff Dive 


I closed my and prepared for the 

worst as the goat ChOr^Ed toward me. 

At the last second, Max Musclepaw grabbed 
the goat by its horns and stopped it in its 

-SOU’D BE TOAST IF IT WEKEN'T 
fob ME. SOU UTTIE SHBIMP!" 


he said. 

He let go of the goat’s horns. The animal 
trotted away, angrily and 

The three lookouts had watched the whole 
scene from the watchtower. 

“In our day ...” began the first one. 

“We respected goats!” said the Second one. 



The Great Cliff Dive 




“We certainly didn’t throw mallets at 
them!” finished the THIRD one. 



Then Max gathered us together for our next 
exercise . .. the great cliff dive. 

I looked over the edge and got woozy. What 
a DIZZYING DROP down to the water below! 

“Tfri afraid of heights!” I whimpered. 
“And I’m a terrible swimmer!” 

At that moment, I felt a STICKV paw on 
my shoulder. It was Trap. 

“Come on, Cousin!” he said. “Follow my 
lead. I’m not sf rSfd of anything!” 

Max Musclepaw stomped up to us, sniffing. 
“I smell HOMCy.” He GRABBED Trap by the 
belt. “It’s you! You rubbed honey all over 
your fur to make yourself look sweaty. 
You didn’t really run, did you?” 





The Great Cliff Dive 


“Um . . . well ... I took a SHORTCUT 
Trap admitted. 

“Is that so?” Max growled. “Then you can 
/■otap first! And don’t try to fericj^ 


me again!” 

Max pushed Trap off the cliff! Then Crusher, 
Smasher, and Sprainer each/\3'^/l/^'t Z) 
off. They all splashed into the 
lilg waters of the 

first'. fiord. 

I l.ddlti:6 down. 



turning as 







The Great Cliff Dive 


as mozzarella, then as pMPpIs as a wild 
berry, then as QrOOII as the mold on 
Stenchberg cheese. Galloping goatS, I’d 
never maKe Iti 

Max tried to encourage me. “Watch me!” 
he yelled. 

As he dove off the cliff, he yelled, “Gct B. 

move on, gou little sliriiiiiiiiiiiiiimp!” 

The THRU LOOKOUTS approached 
me. 

“To get over a fear of heights, you just need 

to hold your BREATH said the /»_ 
p. , ^ leafed/ 

first. 

“No, he needs to 
some said 

the second. 

“No way! He just needs 
to stick pme^one4 in 
his ears,” said the third. 






The Great Cliff Dive 


Then the first lookout sounded the horn 
right in my ear. 

I was so startled I jumped right off the cliff! 
1 fell DOWN, 

DOWN 












Seasick and 
Heartbroken! 


I made a mousetastic dive (well, more like 


^ (OllDDD BDEIB) splashed into 

the waters of the fjord. 

I can’t swim, so Max me 

out of the water with a long oar. He pulled me 
up onto the deck of a drekar — a miceking 
ship. 

“Stop Splasjilng ahouni, shrimp!” Max 
yelled. “Our captain is waiting!” 

Captain? My whiskers tjU)ltcke>cL. I hoped 
it wasn’t. . . 

“GeRONIMO/ Hurry Up and get on board. 
We need to leave while the wind is still in our 


favor,” barked OLAF THE FEARLESS. 





Olaf was captain of the Bated Breath, the 
creakiest ship on all of Miceking Island! 
My tummy started to do flip-flops as 
waves rocked the ship. Then I saw dQPCS 
@D®E(il@ forming overhead. 

“Don’t worry, Geronimo. A TRUE MACHO 
MOUSEKIHO goes out to sea no matter what 
the weather!” Olaf said. 

I sighed and sat down on the rower’s bench. 


Seasick and Heartbroken! 


Then I heard a voice from the shore. 

■‘Youcandoit!Gi''e«S<>“f“"'’ 

Squeak! It was Thora! She was running 
along the shore waving a ti7.icC 

at us. Was she really cheering us on? 

My whiskers trembled with excitement. I 
stood up. “Oh^ lovely Thoraf I will give it 
my all, just for you!” 

Thora continued. “You can do it, BRAVE 
ONE! Only you can turn that smarty- 
mouseking into a real hero!” 

S<}UiDS, Thora was 
only there to cheer for Max Musclepaw! 

TJoiju lie«rtbregl<ing! 

Max had me row the ship, but it was a 
real PUMTfR I am not a sea-mouseking, 
so the drekar just kept ipm^mg around 
and around! 






Seasick and Heartbroken! 







I obeyed, but my paws 
got 2’lVArGZi'tZ) 

in the ropes. They 
tWI^it^d around 
me like strands 
of string cheese! 
At this rate, I 

would NEVER 

earn a miceking 
helmet! 


Thea Stiltonord, 
Goat Whisperer! 


The ship SAILED back to the port in 
Mouseborg. My sister, TMEA, was waiting 
for us on the dock. Max explained that he 
had made an agreenent with her for a 
special exercise. 

“You’ll all be riding UilLD HORlSES,” 
Thea explained, and my fur froze in fear. 
Wild horses?! 

“Geronimo, there are only four wild horses 
to work with, so I’ve got a very 
ride planned for you,” she told me as we 
walked. 

I stammered 

suspiciously. 




the horse trainer 

Thea is my sister 
and a very skilled 
mouseking. She trains 
horses, and she has a 
special skill she calls 
“whispering.” When 
Thea “whispers” to 
any animal, big or 
small, it listens to her. 
She knows the secret* 
to communicating 
with all kinds of 
creatures! 



Thea calmed me down. 
“Oh, don’t worry. It’s just a 

friendly goat!” 

But as soon as I saw it, my 
knees became as W’QBMy as 
cottage cheese. 

Great groan'fig glaciers 

It was the very same 
goat that had attacked me 
on Three Lookouts Cliff! I 
started to RUN, but Max 
grabbed me. 

“Where do you think 
you’re going, shriwip?” Max 
bellowed. “Behave like a 
true mouseking!” 

He threw me into the pen 

with the Goat, but that 







beast would not let me come near it! Then 

Thea came into the pen and 

some words to the goat to calm it down. 

“Okay, Geronimo, climb on,” she said. 
And then she left me. fqueaK! 
eiZjuCD The “friendly” goat began to kick 
and huff. 

Then itS\0?Ttt short and 
me off its back!^ 

1 ipun through the air . . . and 
landed in the boar pen! 





Thea Stiltonord, Goat Whisperer! 


That’s when Sven the Shouter stomped up. 
“Max, bring Geronimo to Gii((€t l/aff®*) 
for his final test!” 

Ci'USty codfish! Everyone knows that 
Gullet Valley is very close to Beastgard, the 
land of the fearsome drOQOnS! 



He doesn’t 
like me! 






“Leave at once!” Sven yelled. 

All the micekings shouted: 

"JO JflW JtfElll WE JrtOtfTEOf" 





Wild Beasts in 
THE Woods 


Max Musclepaw proudly announced his plans 
for our final test. 

“TO COMBAT a^OUR TEARS, 

^OU MUST FACE THEM!” 

he boomed. “And what are micekings, even 
the bravest of us, afraid of? Dragons!” 

I got C!HI[1[|1[|S froni the tips of my 
whiskers to the tip of my tail. I am not a 
brave mouseking at all! 

“We will go look for the dragons!” Max 
continued. “We will FACE them! And we 
will OEftAT them!” 

“Face them? Face the dra ... the dra ... 




the dra .. 

I didn’t finish my 
sentence because 

i iMnteA frow 
frtglt! 

When I opened my 
eyes, I saw a mouseking 
hovering over me. 

“WAEE UP, you 
smarty-mouseking!” yelled Olaf the Fearless. 

“Where am I?” 1 asked groggily. 

“You’re on the Bated Breath, of course!” 
he replied. 

^QUeaKf I was headed for Gullet Valley, 
whether I liked it or not! 

The ship sailed to the edge of a tHiCK 


popest 

“These are the ELOERBERRy flOMEy 


WOODS,” Max told us. “They lead to Gullet 







•re 


Valley. MOVE IT ALONCS!” 

We disembarked and marched through 

the DARK TREES. I swore I heard flOlSBS 

coming from behind the tree trunks. 







“Trap, we’re not ALONE in these 
woods!” I whispered. 

“Don’t be a 'tTHMyi PiOU$€, Cousin!” 
Trap said. 








Wild Beasts in the Woods 


I kept my ears open as we walked. I heard 
more strange sounds . . . brashing ... 

Gf^UMBLiNa ... COMPLAIKINC ... 

Then I passed a tree trunk, and saw deep 

CLAW MARKV" «' 

“Are there W"“W“Wllcl bcasts in these 
woods?” I asked Max. 

“Nope,” replied Max. “Just some brown 
bears.” 

“BROWN BE4RS! But they’re wild 
beasts!” I cried. 

“All they care about is hoiiay,” Max 
explained. “Just don’t touch the 
and you’ll be fine.” 

I looked up. Dozens of beehives 
da-zigled from the tree branches 
overhead. 

“With all these beehives, there must be a 
lot of bears,” I said nervously. 






^hewayMSB 






r'-: 


A 




I was thinking of all those 
bears with their sharp 
claws when I accidentally 
thyaysted over a big log in the path. 

Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer 
lifted the LOG and threw it like 
it was a little branch. When it hit the 
ground, however, fellE WhOl6 

forest floor shook! 













plop* 

P>oP* 

piop! 

Three beehives fell, breaking 
open as they hit the ground. 

spilled out 

of each one. 

ftOOOOAA/|fll}jll 

A chorus of threatening roars 
rose from the bushes. 


I ran away with my paws in the 
air and my \A/tt°5l<0P5 trembling 
in fright. 







A Dragon’s Tooth 


I ran and ran as as I could. It felt like 

my feet weren’t even touching the ground. 
Had my pQWS sprouted wings? 

“S-bop smarty-mouseking!” 

a voice bellowed. 

It was Max Musclepaw. That’s when I 
realized that I wasn’t flying. The hero had 
lifted me up by my cloak. I was so afrafd 
of the bears that I hadn’t noticed! 

“From now on, you will walk PUHIIMD 
ME, Geronimo,” he said. 

I nodded. 

“And you will be ueAy if you 

know what’s good for you,” Max continued. 
“Do you know what’s for you?” 





A Dragon’s Tooth 


“Yes,” I squeaked. 

He put me down and waved his arm at 
the scene in front of us. “We have reached 
(Ji)((®t Vaff®*) . This is the dragons’ hunting 
ground. They PROTA^Ij the valley for 
miceking meat.” 

I gulped. s:queaKi i didn’t luant to be 
here. I approached Max. 

“What exactly is our final test?” I asked 
him. 

“It’s no big deal,” he replied. jus*t 

have ho pull ou*t a dv-ajo^^s hoohnl” 

“A d-d-dragon’s tooth?” I stammered. 

Suddenly, Max crouched down. “Hide, 
micekings! I hear a H0\^l up ahead.” 

Trap snickered. “That’s just the 
ciiattering of my scaredy-cousin’s teeth.” 





A Dragon’s Tooth 


“Not this time,” Max said. He pointed. 

We all peeked out from behind the bushes 
to see ItWQ) d!ll®aigCI)l®§ splashing 
around in a pool of filthy water! 

“Let’s get closer,” Max whispered. 

“Is that a good idea?” I asked. “Wouldn’t 
it be smarter to get fas' a.way?” 

But Max moved forward, followed by 
the others. Not wanting to be left alone, I 
followed. 

What barbaric beasts! 

“ThiSSS hot SSSpring SSSmellSSS of rotten 
eggSSS, Magmar,” the green dragon was 
saying. 

“YeSSS, it’SSS SSSuperb!” agreed Magmar, 
the orange dragon. “But we should SSSpeed 
thingSSS up. Rocky.” 

Magmar looked around. “If Gobbler 













A Dragon’s Tooth 


th6 putrid knew we were relaxing in this 
SSStinky pool inSSStead of hunting for fresh 
miceking meat, there would be trouble!” 

Rocky snickered. “We 
deSSServe a little reSSSt!” 












ROCKY 


Rocky is a type of dragon 
known as a Rinser. He 
washes his miceking meat 
well before eating it. 


MACMA:R 


Magmar is a young Slurper. 
He uses his long tongue to 
slurp up raw micekings — 
no ketchup necessary. 


“If we’re caught, 
Gobbler will SSSllce 
uSSS with hiSSS 
clawSSS!” Magmar 
\ reminded him. 

“ S S S t a y 
calm,” Rocky 
said. “Gobbler 
will never know. 

Now relax, we’ii 

go back on patrol 
later.” 

Magmar rolled 
over in the pool, but 
he wasn’t convinced. 
Trap and I were 
shivering in 
fright. The other 
micekings didn’t 





A Dragon’s Tooth 


seem afraid at all. 

“What’s the plan?” asked Crusher, Smasher, 
and Sprainer. 

“Should we CRUSU them?” 

“Should we SlffllllSIMl them?” 

“Should we SPr^AiN their long tails?” 

“Here’s the plan,” Max whispered. “I will 
go to the dragons and get their attention. 
The rest of you can Up behind 

them.” 

“How will we get to their teeth if we are 
E)@[lDDljLl(i] them?” I asked. 

But Max ignored me and headed for the 
dragons. Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer 
pushed me forward. 

“Let’s go, shPimpI” they said. 

As we crept up behind the dragons. Max 
lamped out from behind a bush in front 
of them. 






A Dragon’s Tooth 


“Hey you two! You with the ugly 
snoutS! I’m talking to you!” he 

taunted. 

The two DRAGONS sat up and 
sniffed the air. 

“Look at that mouSSSeking over there!” 
Rocky said, spotting Max. 

“ttov/ ludkyl A big ohe|”said 

Magmar, licking his lips. 

Max kept taunting them. “You big-nosed 

Mubberheads! You lousy 

I will peel off your SSSlSS one by 
one!” 

From our HIDING place we saw Rocky 
climb out of the pool. Crusty codfish! He was 

truly a B 1 C . . . no, GIAHT 

no, EX^TORMOUSE 

dragon! 

How were we supposed to get one of 






A Dragon’s Tooth 


his teeth without being chomped and 

%mm? 

I had no clue how to do it! 

Once again I began to shstes with fear. 
I was shaking so hard that I tumpGd 
into a pile of rocks behind me. The rocks 
to the ground, making a 

noise. 

Magmar turned his head. “Look, more 
micekingSSS! This really iSSS our lucky day!” 

The dragon moved toward us. “Which one 
shall 1 SSSlurp up firSSSt?” 

We were ?Rf£D, PiilSilD, 

T)0HE FOR! 


Squeak! What could we do? 

Suddenly, a huge IZQCljdl [s)GlOO hit Magmar 
square in the face. 


"RUN! NOW' 


yelled Max Musclepaw. 





















A Dragon’s Tooth 


The brave mouseking pummeled Magmar 
and Rocky with mud balls. Trap dragged me 
away from the dragons. 

"Lei's gei out ot- Kevc, ^ evohimo/ 
d^uiiiiiiiidk/^^ 







Mouseking in 
Trouble! 


We ran as fast as we could. CRUSUER, 
SfflilSHIlR, and SPf^AiNEf^ quickly 
charged ahead of us toward the woods. Trap 
and I followed them as they shouted back at 
us. 

"iwis WAY/" 

“llHliP ■!!” 

“DOMN THiS PATHl" 

I had no idea where we were going. 

We 

through the trees. It felt like we were going 
in circles. 

“Where are we running to?” I called 
out. 



Mouseking in Trouble! 


Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer looked at 
each other, confused, then each replied: 

"tUiS IS WAY/" 

i$!” 

“ME KNAM MttEf^E ME'f^E aOiNG!'' 

So we kept following them until we ended 
up on the banks of a wild river. 

“I don’t remember this hXUGA,” Crusher 
admitted. 






Mousepcing in Trouble! 


“This doesn’t look familiar,” agreed 
Smasher. 

WE'RE lO/T/ Sprainer yelled. 

I sighed. I knew we were somewhere 

between the ELOERBERRY HOftEY WOODS 

and Gullet Valley. There were two dragons 
behind us, and a river in front of us. We were 

doomed! 

“600<l“bye, miceking world!” I said 
dramatically. “FAREWELL, beautiful 
Thora!” 

“Stop being such a blubberhead!” 

^vcai gtroairtm^ 5ladiC!rsi That was 

the voice of Max Musclepaw. I looked up 
to see him standing on the other side of the 
river. 

“Jump in the water and SUilM like 
herrings, all of you!” Max ordered. “The 
DRAGONS are coming!” 






Mouseking in Trouble! 


But the river was too big, and the 
was too strong. If 



we tried to swim, we would 




by the roaring water. 


“I have a solution!” 
Trap exclaimed. “I am 
the village INVENTOR, 
aren’t I?” 


He quickly went to 
work, grabbing strong V°N 05 
and tying them together end to end. When 


he finished, he had two vev*y lohj, vevy 
vines. 


I wasn’t sure what Trap had in mind. Then 
he turned to Crusher. 

“Toss one end of each over to Max,” he 
instructed. 

The three baafy micekings tossed the 





Mouseking in Trouble! 


ends of the two vines over to our leader. Then 
Trap yelled instructions over to Max. 

Max tue/L the ends of the vines securely 
to a tree. Trap tied the other two ends to 
a ttt®©© on our side. The long vines 
S'tire'tclied across the river. 

I finally got it. Trap was making a 

bridgel 


Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer made 
their way over the^ K ° N N Y bridge like 
graceful tightrope walkers. 



1, on the other paw, was tcfflf fcdi I am 
afraid of heights, and 1 am not graceful! 1 am 
not an athletic mouseking — 1 am a scholar! 


“caLM doun, Cousin. You’ll 
make it,” Trap said. “This bridge has been 


















Mouseking in Trouble! 


l^Splaaa 



My cousin fell into the waters 

of the river! His snout dipped under the water, 
and the CURiRiCNT started to sweep him 
away! Max and the three beefy micekings 
just STARED at Trap, not sure what to do. 

I had to do something. BUTWWAT? 

Suddenly, my determination kicked in. I 
QUICKLY scrambled across the bridge, no 
longer afraid that I would fall in. (And I didn’t!) 
Then I grabbed a vine hanging 
from a tree and threw it to my cousin. 

"Grab it, Trap!” i yelled. 

He grabbed the vine, and Crusher, Smasher, 
and Sprainer helped me pull Trap 
ashore. 















Mooseking in Trouble! 


“Heeeceave ho! ttececave hof” 
“tteeeceave ho! ttececave ho!" 
"ttececeave ho! ttececave hoi” 


With one last tug, Trap fell at our feet. 
“Thanks, Cousin. You saveo me!” Trap 
exclaimed 

Max pounded me on the back. “Well done, 
shrimpy! You have made me PROUD.” 


done! 







Mouseking in Trouble! 


I couldn’t believe my ears. The mouseking 
hero had given me a Maybe 

he would tell Sven the Shouter. And maybe, 
just maybe, I would finally earn a v\\m 

I imagined myself wearing the helmet. 
Thora, beautiful Thora, would 
at me. 

“Thora,” I would say. “Will you —” 

“Dragons!” Trap yelled,me 
from my daydream. 

Rodky Kad -fou^d us| 






No Mouseking 
Left Behind! 


The two dragons toward Max 

Musclepaw. Rocky grabbed his paws 
and Magmar grabbed his feet, and they 
BDIDDBI9 on Max like he was taffy. 

Magmar’s stomach rumbled. He sniffed 
Max and blew his stmicy brejiith in the 
mouseking’s face. 

“We caught you, you mouSSSeking 
troublemaker!” Magmar hissed. “You will 
be SSSuch a taSSSty SSSnack!” 

He opened his jaws, ready to ^obbLQ up 
Max. 

“SSStop!” roared Rocky. “That’SSS not 
how you do it!” 





No Mouseicing Left Behind! 


“What do you mean?” Magmar asked. 

“You’re SSSupposed to rinSSSe a 
mouSSSeking before eating him!” Rocky 
insisted. 

Magmar shook his large head. “That’SSS 
not right! You’ll wash off the flavor! I want 
to eat him now!” 

“You don’t know what you’re SSSaying,” 
Rocky argued. “I worked in the dragon 
KITCHEN with SSSizzle, Gobbler’s cook. 
You muSSSt rinSSSe before eating.” 

Magmar tried to diStract him. “What about 
those other micekings? Did they eSSScape?” 

We hadn’t. We were UiDiUO behind some 
trees, trying to decide what to do. 

Rocky looked around. “They won’t get far.” 

“SSSo let’SSS eat thiSSS one 
and then look for the otherSSS,” Magmar 
suggested. 


















jr Fine! growled 

Rocky, shooting IFp^E 
from his nostrils. Then the 
two dragons flew off, carrying 

MAX with them. 

“Go back to the drekar 
without me!” Max yelled bravely. 
What a hero! He was truly a 
fearless mouseking. 


'hey 
















No Mouseking Left Behind! 


Believe me, I wanted to RUN. But we 
couldn’t leave Max in the clutches 
of those terrible dragons. I glanced at my 
companions. 

Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer are 

BEEFY, bold, and coupaceous, 

but without the guidance of Max Musclepaw 
they didn’t know what to do. And Trap is 
good with inventions, but he’s not exactly 

Iteirave. 

It was up to me, the shrimpg smarty- 
mouseking, to save the day. 

“We Will leave no mouseKing behindf” 

I cried. 

The other micekings nodded. 

“I need your help,” I said. “Together we 
can do this.” 

Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer’s eyes D[fc 





No Mouseking Left Behind! 


“He’s right! We’ll ausu them!” said 
Crusher. 

“We’ll SlffllllSIMI them!” said Smasher. 
“We’ll SPf^AiN their tails!” said 
Sprainer. 

Only Trap seemed unsure. “Okay, but how 
will we find the dragons?” 

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I know what to do.” 







On the Dragons’ 
Trail 


I explained my plan, but my companions just 
liOOlvED at me, confused. 

“Are you sure it will work?” 

Trap asked. 

My paws were nervously as I 

replied, but I tried to sound confident. “Of 
course! If we climb up one of these trees, we 
will be able to see all of Quflet Vafl®*). 
From there it will be easy to spot two 
ENORMOUSB dragons , and we can 
see where they’re taking Max.” 

Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer were not 
convinced. 

“The BARK is too slippery!” said Crusher. 

€ 5 ^ 


On the Dragons’ Trail 


“The TREES are too tall!” said Smasher. 
“We’ll need a reci//y \on^ ladder,” 
said Sprainer. 

I thought about it. “We will be the ladder,” 
I replied. “Each one of us can stand on 
the shoulders of the other. It’s like I said: 


Together toe can do thisf” 


Trap slapped me on the back with his paw. 

"Good idea. Cousin!" 



“I’ll be on the BOTTOM!” 

said Crusher. 


Let’s 

climb’. 





On the Dragons’ Trail 


“And you can go on the ‘[L©p, Geronimo!” 
Trap said. 

Only then did I understand the TROLBLC 
I had gotten myself into. My paws began to 
shaice like a bowl of cheese curds. 

“B-but ... but I’m afraid of heights!” I 
Stammered. “Can’t one of you do it?” 

“You’re not making sense, Cousin,” Trap 
replied. “You couldn’t possibly hold up any 
of us with those shrimpg muscles of yours. 
You’ve got to climb to the top!” 

I sighed. It was my plan, after all, so 
I couldn’t back out. Besides, with each 
second that passed. Max Musclepaw was in 

BANGER of becoming dr8jon dinnsri 

Smasher climbed on Crusher’s shoulders. 
Then Sprainer climbed on top of Smasher. 
Trap climbed on top of Sprainer. Then it was 
my turn. 












f 










I slowly began to 'cllA!'. 1 have * , 
never been good at cliinbinj tall trees. 

I’m not good at climbing short ones, either! 
One by one, I climbed up my companions. 

You stepped on my ear!’’ 

cried Crusher. 

“ Watch the whiskers!” cried 

Smasher. 








On the Dragons’ Trail 




No kicking!” cried Sprainer. 
Finally, I stepped onto Trap’s head and then 
climbed to the top of the tree. 

Holey cueese, n/uat a vie«/! 








A Sweet Plan 


From the top of the tree I could see all 
of @D((et Va[(eg, from the gi?een 
Elderberry Honey Woods all the way to the 
BABREN land of the dragons. 

“Can you see the dragons, Geronimo?” 
Trap yelled up to me. 

1 scanned the scene. Mostly, all I could see 
were the thick forest TREES. Then I spotted 
something: two balls of wmt , followed by 
puffs of smoke. I yelled down to the others: 
“I see the dragons! They’re in a clearing 
north of here!” 

“Good job. Cousin! Come back down!” 
Trap yelled. 

This excited the other three mieekings, 



Ui LllC !1 WlLll LllClI 

paws. 

“We will CRUSU them!” 

“We will SlffllliSlSl 
them!” 

“We will SPf^AlN 
their tails!” 

The tree began to ! 

I lost my grip and 
Slid down the trunk. 

thud! I landed 
on my tail. Trap 
helped me up. 








Max Musclepaw?” he asked. 

MOW?” echoed Crusher, Smasher, 
and Sprainer. 

“I’m not sure yet,” I replied. “Let’s get a 
CLOeCl^ LOOK at the situation.” 

I was deep in thought as we walked toward 
the clearing, and almost bumped into a 


beehive. 


“Watch it. Cousin!” Trap warned. 
“You don’t want to anger the 
BEARS again.” 

Crusty codfish, that was all we needed! 

[DClIQ©©© o o o 

An idea hit me. Another MOUSETASTiC 
idea! 

“Listen up, everyone,” I told the others. 




“We can use the brown bears ^ ' 

to CHASE AWAY the 

dragons. We just have to make them 
believe that the dragons want to steal 
their hoiiay!’’ 

I pushed on a tree trunk, trying to 


get a beehive to fcf//. , 

1 ^ ' 

But since Fm a SliriUlpi} 


smarty-mouseking with 

/ '’m too 

PUNY muscles, I couldn’t 

Weak! 

move the tree even 

(/ 

half a tail. 



1j (J C H f 1 j Y , 

Crusher, Smasher, and 
Sprainer helped out. 

Plop! 








A Sweet Plan 


A dozen beehives fell to the ground. The 
sweet smell of honey spread through the 
woods. 

A loud roar came from the bushes, and 
the big brown bears rushed out! They had 












A Sweet Plan 


fierce ciaws and jaws filled with 

‘I’eGtl]! We grabbed the beehives 
and ran away as as we could. 








The Charge of the 
Brown Bears 


When we reached the clearing, Rocky and 
Magmar were Max in a river along 

the shore. 

“How many timeSSS do we have to rinSSSe 
this mouSSSeking?” Magmar complained to 
Rocky. “I’m hungry!” 

Rocky lifted up the mouseking. 

“SSScrub under his pawSSS a bit more, 
Magmar! You’ll SSSee how taSSSty he will 
be!” 

“Wouldn’t he be taSSStier with SSSome 
SSSeasoning?” Magmar argued. “Like maybe 
a SSSprinkle of hot pepper?” 

“No, he would not,” Rocky replied. “A 









•/ 



|resh mouseking today is better than a 
one tomorrow!” 

My whiskers in fright when I 

heard those words. But I had a MISSION 
to complete! I couldn’t turn back! 

Then the dragons spotted us. ''LOOK, 
Magmar! The micekings have returned!” 
Ricky cried. 

"SSSweet!” hissed Magmar. "Now we can 
have deSSSert!” 




The Charge of the Brown Bears 


I gathered my courage. “MiCeKingS, 
prepare to attaCK. Noixjr I yelled in a 
trembling voice. 

At that signal we all tossed our BEEfllNiES 
at the two dragons. The hives BURST 
open, covering the dragons in STTCKV 
honey. 

“I will gobble you all in one SSSingle bite!” 
Magmar roared, lunging toward us. 

At that moment, the brown bears ran into 
the clearing. They were BIG, tlUIlQIPlJ, 

and . . . 

3000 


Taken by Magmar and 

Rocky dropped Max. The mouseking quickly 
scurried off just as the bears jumped on the 
two dragons. 








The Charge of the Brown Bears 


The bears began to eat the honey that was 
stuck to the dragons. 

“OUCH! These bearSSS bite!” Rocky 
yelled. 

“Get them off me!” wailed Magmar. 

Trap taunted them. “Now you’ll learn not to 
1IfifiQ)lllISei»a]|S) any of us, you LOUSV 

l-i2AJ^DS!” he called out. 

Trap was lucky that the dragons couldn’t 
chase him. They had too much HONEY 
stuck to their wings — and too many bears 
climbing on them! 

The bears pushed the dragons back 0110 
step . . . two steps . . . three steps . . . 

.C „ A 

\^'splaaa3.r»i o 

Rocky and Magmar fell into the river! 

Everyone knows that dragons can’t stand 





















The Charge of the Brown Bears 


3 ^ 

clean 

water. It washes off their terwfcle 
(which is terrible to everyone but 
them). It also makes their scales SqUBCiky, 
and can give them colds! 

“Not freshwater!” Rocky wailed. 

They yelled and blew SNOKt out of their 
dripping nostrils. But the water vi/as/l 6 A 







The Charge of the Brown Bears 



off the honey. 

We watched them, satisfied, as they flew 
away. 



Max Musclepaw RAN up to me. 

“Looks like I made you into a true 
nUcIChO niOUSekin0, didn’t I, my shrimpy 
friend?” he asked. 

I nodded and held out my paw. “Thanks!” 

He shook it firmly. “I thought you were 
supposed to be a smarty-mouseking. 





The Charge of the Brown Bears 


/ am the one who should be thanking you, 

you Javed nne!” 

Crusher, Smasher, and Sprainer lifted me 
above their heads. 







The Charge of the Brown Bears 



Then they tossed me in the air and cheered: 




“Hi/, kij>, li©©ra^i 

hifs li®©ray’7'” 


I was so touched that I couldn’t squeak! 
Max looked like he might even 
To hide his feelings, heTHUNBEREB, 
“Back to the drekar! Trae macho 
micekings never stop!” 





My First 
Miceking Helmet! 


The return trip went smoothly, and we 
arrived in Mouseborg at sunset. The 
whole village was waiting for us. 

ran to meet us. “So, smarty- 
mouseking,” he shouted, “did you manage 

to pull a DRiAGON'9 tooth?” 

Great groaning glaciers, we had 
forgotten! 


We were so worried about saving Max that 
we had forgotten about our ^Louilb 
“Well, you s-s-see —” I stammered, afrafd 
to answer. 

Max interrupted me. 

“Valiant Sven, we did not finish the test,” 



My First Miceking Helmet! 





Max said. “Two dragons captured me.” 
Everyone gasped. 

“Max Musclepaw was captured?” asked 
one mouseking. 

“The hero who earned 1,755 helmets?” 
asked another. 

“How did he get free?” someone else asked. 
Max motioned for everyone to be silent. 
“Tm free thanks to Geronimo. He saved us 
all|” he announced. 

Sven patted me on the 








My First Miceking Helmet! 


My nephew BeiljaiUill pushed through 
the crowd. He threw his arms around my 
neck. 

“I you dould do i-t; Uhdiel” he 

cried. 

TMEA and Trap hugged me, too. And 
then, the charming TftOPS approached. 
“You were so brave, Geronimo!” she said. 
Shivering squids! Thora had just 







My First Miceking Helmet! 


called me BR4VE! I blushed from the tip 
of my tail to the tops of my ears. 

“Umm, actually, I didn’t really do anything 
S°S=S[?QGD/3[L,” I stammered nervously. 

Thora shook her head. “You behaved like 
a recti her©, Geronimo, even without a 
miceking helmet!” 

“That’s right!” Max interrupted. “A feat like 
that should be rewarded with a miceking 
helmet!” 

Sven nodded. “Micekings of Mouseborg, 
REJOICE! Geronimo will receive 
his first — and possibly last — 

IlGlWGt!” 

Everyone let out a celebratory cheer. 

'lOMG UVG 

“Hooray for thf smarty-jiioiisfkwg« ” 

“WE RE ALL WITH YOU!” 





My First Miceking Helmet! 


“We will 0@D@[b[?Slfe© with a lavish 
banquet!” Sven shouted. “And my wife, 
Mousehilde, will prepare gloog for the 
entire village!” 


Mousehilde nodded. “I will make a 

of gloog! And when it’s done, I’ll 


make some VlOtt! And then some 


m \ .. . until you all tell me to 



stop!” 

“Ma)a)iray? We love 
gloog!” yelled the villagers, 
jlplp MOUQ&HttDQ headed 
toward her kitchen to make the 
gloog (an excellent StcW, in case 
you’re wondering). The other micekings ran 
to get ready for the feast. They put on their 
cloaks and Guri©d their whiskers. 

I couldn’t move. I stood in the village 
square like a fly sfesfe in a bowl of cheese 










My First Miceking Helmet! 


soup. I was in shock. I was going to get my 

FIRST miceking helmet! 

“Geronimo, what are you still 
doing here?” Thea asked me. “You can’t go 
to the 4G3St looking like this,” she scolded. 
“You need to wash your fur and put on 
your best cloak!” 

She had a point. After that incredible 
adventure with the dragons, 

You need to goi I Sttinfe worse than 
Where! wJlQ Stenchberg cheese. 



myself home. 

I took a nice 

ho-b bath 

in the tub. 

Then I dried 
myself off and 
dragged myself 





My First Miceking Helmet! 


to the closet between yawns. I was so sleepy! 

I was SO tired—worn out—exhausted! 

I had barely managed to put on some clean 
clothes when I collapsed on my bed and 

passed out! 





A True Mouseking 
Never Stops! 


I was snoring deeply when I heard Thea’s 
voice. 

OQQQiail lOIQIQISia Geronimo, 
this is no time to sleep!” 



out of bed. “Huh? What 
is it?” I yelled. “The dragons?” 

Thea had her paws on her hips. “Really, 
7 y/hat^ Geronimo? There’s 

a ccl ebrafeioiT' 
in your honor 
and you’re here 
snoring?” 
“B-b-but 
I was just 
taking 


A True Mouseking Never Stops! 


a little rest,” I tried to explain. 

TheaWN&tj® me to the feast. Sven started 
SHOUTINC as soon as he saw me. 

“What happened to you, Sra^TP-b^- 
Itv^ouSekin^?” he asked. 

“I’m s-s-sorry,” I apologized. “I was so very, 
very tired.” 

“You were tired, eh?” Sven asked. 
“While all of us were lusy preparing a 
feast in your honor? Is this how you thank 
us?” 

Max Musclepaw stood up. “TTQIjD laps 
around the Eternal Challenge Field!” the 
hero thundered. “Then 
one-paw push-ups and ONE THOUSAND 
whisker lifts!” 

“But . . . what about my [jLilD@©feDljLlQ 
[jD©DljiIl©‘!i?” I asked. 

“No miceking helmet for you!” Sven 





A True Mouseking Never Stops! 




shouted. “That will teach you to fall asleep 
before your adventure is over. A TRUE 
MACHO MOUSEKING never 

stops!” 

I wanted to V', but Thora approached 
me. “Don’t worry, Geronimo. You’ll have 
another chance to earn your helmet.” 

oh, loveig Thom' 

She was right. No matter how many times I 
had to try, I would earn my miceking helmet! 
I would do it! 


BUT THAT’S ANOTHER 
MICEKING STORY 
FOR ANOTHER DAY! 
















































>Gcron>wo Stitton 


ATTACK OP THI 

DRAOONi 


t/wo Stilton 


MICEKINGS 




Don’t miss any 
adventures of 
the Micehings! 


\ 


■ ■ 

Geronlmo Stilton 


Geronmo Stilton 


#1 Attock of the 
Dragons 


#2 The Famouse 
Fjord Race 


#3 Pull the 
Dragon's Tooth! 


Next 


STAY STRONG 
GIRONIMOl 


#4 Stay Strong, 
Geronimo! 


















*19 My NomelsStihon, 
GeroDimo Stiltoi 


Cip of Coffee 


*4 I'm Too Food of 
My For! 


Be sure to 1 
read all my 
fabumouse 
adventures! 


#2 The Corse of the 
Cheese Pyramid 










































#27 The Christmas 
Toy Factory 


#39 Singing Sensation 


#31 The Mysterions 
Cheese Thiei 


Christmos Cotastrophe 


#40 The Karate Mouse 


#41 Mighty Mount 
Kilimonjaro 




#33 Geronimo and the 
Gold Medal Mystery 

















































#52 Mouse in Space! 




#64 MookoI Mission 


#48 The Mystery in 
Venice 


Secret ropvrus 


Experiment 







































The Kingdom 
OF Fantasy 


The Quest for 

PARADISE; 

KINGDOM OF FANTASY 


THE Amazing 
VOYAGE: 

THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE DRAGON 
PROPHECY: 

HE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE VOLCANO 
OF FIRE: 

THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE SEARCH 
FOR TREASURE: 

THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE ENCHANTED 
CHARMS: 

THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 

































WHO IS 

Geronimo Stiltonord? 



He is a mouseking — tHe Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 
to facing fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micekings! 


PUU THE DRAGON'S TOOTHI 

Miceking chief Sven the Shouter has a new 
goal: to transform smarty-mouse Geronimo 
Stiltonord into a true macho mouseking. 

Geronimo must undergo special training, 
leading up to a terrifying final test— 
pulling a tooth from a dragon’s mouth! 

Shivering squids! Will he ever earn a 
miceking helmet? 
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